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But above the rhnhm of the horse the rhythm of her
emotion continued, and she could not resist asking herself
whether, if she had been free, she would have consented to
many Lewis. In the idea of herself as his wife there
appeared (under her smile) an incongruity which—but the
thought sped away from her. There had been no question
of marriage; the love between them need have been no
more than a shared interlude in their separated lives—a
delicious game of love without real consequence, without
solemn commitment, like the love in a play which is
enchanted by its isolation. Without commitment, she
repeated, and began to think of it with guiltless, almost
frivolous, delight, as if the pleasures promised by it were
the irresponsible pleasures of a dance or a kiss, sensual,
gay, of their own hour, to be taken, enjoyed, passed over,
forgotten. The imagining, because it was at once guiltless
and sensual, caressed heras the sun caresses a naked body.
Her eyes brightened, her lips parted, she was possessed by
a sense of well-beingj and lightness of heart.
In the sparkle of impulse she had forgotten Lewis.
Now she saw him before her as she had seen him in the
cottage, and knew that, between him and her, love could
never have been as she had been imagining it—a brilliant
interlude without cornmitrnent. Recognizing the depth
and pregnancy of his love for her, she was suddenly
pierced by an enraptured fear such as she had never before
known. Her husband also had had power to transmute
her, to demand that in him she should surpass her own
nature, but against his evocative influence she had fought
stubbornly. She did not v, ish to resist Lewis but to yield
to him, to increase to the stature of his imagining of her,
to become his peace and reconciliation, not his torment.
For an instant she permitted in herself recognition of this
desire; then, with glittering eyes, repelled it. She was glad
that he was gone, glad to be free. When, in the cottage, he
had held her in his arms, he might, if this had been their
destiny and his will, not have released her. But the instant
had dropped into the past; she beheld it sinking as a stone,
with diminishing gleam, sinks through clear water. The

